Eric                         BROTHER ASS

Irvin

Old Brother Ass stands mumchance in the sun,
Dreaming the century's dream of easy wealth,
Dreaming the golden prize; then thumbs in stealth
The latest ticket. In his mind this dun,
Black-printed rag hangs gracefully across
Uneven doorways, shutting out the black
Worm-eaten timbers of the past. Its folds
Are tapestried in gold Utopian scenes
Wherein the world is his, or not, for toss
Of any coin from out a well-filled sack.

He folds it up. Tomorrow's drawing holds.
So much of his real life within its hands
He dare not think an instant more on fate,
Whose end he neither sees nor understands.

Old Brother Ass stands mumchance in the sun
(The years have taught him only how to wait),
Confined within the glasshouse of his means;
Seeing the world outside with eyes that shun
The greater glasshouse round his smaller one.
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